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LOOPING THE LOOP OVER LONDON
BY JANE ANDERSON

(Mrs. DEEMS TAYLOR)

Iv; a British military aeroplane,
paint od black. and ospocially dc-

signed for purauing Zeppelina at

night, I tstm across London and, at .*.

hcight of 7.000 feet, loopcd tho loop over

llviic Tark.
I wa.-* permitted to make this flight. to

itarl from ono of Britain'i finest eei-u-
i see, apread in ¦ clear colored

mile and a halt' below me,
the streeta of the great-

t ty in the world.
In tho great fteld from whieh I started

the turf waa brokon by patchos of black
nuid and the graaa was beaten down b>
thc heavy rain of the morning. Ovcr-

head a light mist hung above the roofs
of the hangars. It was not an auspici-
ous day for flying.

But. on the wooden runway. with her

wheols Mocked and her black 'pianos sil-

houetted against the sky. a biplane was

_'. She was beautiful.this ma¬

chine. There waa power in the aweep of
her winga; thero was power in tho shin-

ing blados of her propeller. She reated,
motionleaa, with tho light on hor wirea
and tho black oval of hor fusilago. with
her noae facing toward tho white circlo
whieh marked tho centre of tho field.

he had beer built for proying. for

apoliation, for that lawful destruction
whieh is war.

Hrr two Lewis g'.ins. of blue steel.
wne mounted on galvanized brackets;
they were particularly buaineaalike.

guns. But it was not her black.
compact fuailage, it was not hrr machine
guna, whieh set her apart Irrevocably
for the purpoaea of war. for the pur-

death. It was. instead, an

emblem painted on the under side ot her

upper surface. lf was painted in pure

white, this emblem. Tho lines ol it
were elean and broad. It was a doathV
head. Skull and croaabonea.

-.vas a bil Btartling, this. I knew
;n live minutes I was going to be

g staring up at this ploasant sym-
.¦ rai thousand feet of good

ry air below mo. and I was not eon-

soled.
I looked at it. f had to.

"Oh, that," said the major, and h**-

made a large aud eloquenl geature tow¬

ard the dozen or more rnachines marked
in like fashion, "means that ahe'a
brought down a Zeppelin on hor own."

go in ono moment I plumbod the
pjgnij atementa. And

this by tho amile of one major. R. F. C
/ Then I climbed aboard and wa«

pt ,1 |n. Tho observer's seat, where
w*a a wide seat. and tho fusilago

formed my arm rest. Thero was plonty
pace. Captain X. who wia my

pilot. got into his seat behind me. To

my right and above mo the deathV head
looked on.
We circled the hold. headed Into tho

wind and wore off.
1 :. ean, we dived up into the sky.

I havc aeen getawaya; that is, I
hav. watched the smooth and tranquil
lifting of rnachines from the earth and
the steady, upward climbing into the
clouds.

But we didn't do this. When we left
the ground we left it. lt was good
climbing. It was good and atiff. Thc
black noae of the biplane pointed
Btraight to the sun. I saw. awiftly,

a talled motor. of n rapid
baekward alide. But this waa because I
didn't know the true quality of our mo¬

tor. Running ateadily and smoothly,
she pulled us up toward tho white bank
Of cloud. above the sheds. Then. after
a riow, .-ircular climb, Captain X turned
her toward London.

iw us the root- of the hangars
ped away, and I saw. over the whir-

ring propeller, the great curve of the
Thamea.the wide. splendid aweep of
gray water, apanned by bridges. On
one aidc wero green fields and trees; on

the othor I could soo the gray roofs of
.red houses. I Mf oven the win-

dowa.amall, dark squarea. ln a road
running through a meadow I watched

men walking, one of them a little
in advani e of the other.
Where two streets niel there waa a

hou.>c with a red roof- a big houae aet
a little apart from a long l*OW .¦¦" «>t-

tage... While I looked at this red roof

Seven Thousand Feet Above Hyde Park, an American Girl Looked
Straight Ahead and Saw uthe Roof of the Sky"

from England's Finest Warplane
the color of it changed; from a clear ver

milion it beeame mauve.one small.
clear square of mauve.

I turned a little to look at the two men

who were walkinp down the road. They
had stopped moving; they had grown
smaller.

I looked ag in at the lai- house with

,il(. ..(| r0of. But it had merged with
the lm- of little cottages; it no longer
stood apart with a strip of green
ratingH from its neigdibors. These were

no longer small eottapes. close topether.
and another house near by. There was

only one unbroken roof. one eloar line ot

color. 1 had enme up 6,000 feel above a
little village which is on theoutakirts of
I.ondon.

Th.- two men in thc road had .-

1 saw, far telow me. the white mar!--,

croesing and recrosaing, and the brighl
green of thc fteWs. Hut there were no

lonper any people; there were no longer
trams and 'buses and motors. Only an

hour before 1 had paaaed throuph thi-*

village; I had paaaed men and women in

theatreeta;! had aeen the flat mead
,....,. ^e river, with their carpel of
buttercups. Bul 1 looked down over the
edge of a black 'plane and 1 saw only a

greal checkerboard of green and white
and, in piaces. narrow lines a.f Indian red
and mauve.

Tn this swift. upward elimbing there
was no sense of rising. P>efore me the
bladea of the propeller were flashing
even in the gray light; on either side
were the wide. black wings. steady.
miraculously solid. I was tilled with a

sense of security ; for reasons of its own
the face of the earth eleeted to change
ita contoura, to aaaume now colors, to

permit its sloping hills to level them-
selvea, to become one with the little blue
valleys.to make of the broad Thames a

narrow ribbon of silver.
And from above I watched this. I

saw the roads, the broad. smooth roads
of England. become white threads on a

clear background of green ; from certain
a entrefl they reached out,spreading. then

converging anew. They were extraor-

dinarily immaculate, these tine white
threads, uniting England, confirming
the solidarity of her villages.
Then I found that I had come into a

bank of cloud. And. strangely enough.
this white vapor increased. mysterious-
ly. mv sense of security. There was an

extraordinary impreaaion of aolidity, of
aubatance. after my journeying through
the clear higher air. I watched. on the
aluminum rim of the windshie,.'. a row

6f clear drops. like heads, forming and
r« form ing. The white cloud was con-

densing to make bright crystals for us.

little opaleacetlt chain-* that broke. then

faahioned themselves anew.

Th.- miat in front. of me cleared and

THE MARK OF THE DEATHS HEAD
From the day of the medLTV.il archer, who notched his

crossbow, to the day of the Western had man, who notched his

gUfl, men have always sought to preserve some mark of mili¬

tary prowess. some tally of their victims. This war has not

changed human nature. The modern military aviator, the only
soldier who >til! li^hts single-handed. does not notch his gun;
but hc paints a dcath's head on the wring of his 'plane to show

tliat he has vanquished his foe in open combat.
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the white vapor became tran^parent.
I looked dnwn. Below I saw, in one

vast. endless cyelorama. the roofs and

gray streets of a citv, with a river

bounding them. The roofs were a deep.
luatreleaa purple. In tho diatance I aaw

a little gray disk. faintly outlinod. Thia
waa St. Paul's. 1 was flying above the

citv of London.
I thought for a moment thal it waa

not true: that [, becauae of one man who
was piloting me through certain un-

charted spaces above the world, was not

leaning over a little rim of painted iron

and ^taring down at the greatest of

preat citiea; that those fine lines of
purple whieh wo saw wero not houaea .m

whieh people lived. houses in whieh peo¬

ple worked, houses where men and
women fulfilled tho appointed round of
small incidenta whieh make up the story
of the world; that in those small houses
there were people who were tighting a

great war; that there were tragedy and
suffering and hope and eourage and
faith down then
Then I believed suddenly that I was

flying above I.ondon. 1 watched the
edge of the 'plar.e paaaing over the city,
as if i' were pu<hin£ bark evenly stroe'
after street and row after row of gray
huildings. And there came into my
mind without prefaee what enormous

industry had gone into the making of
one city .antlike industry. It wa*

such patient labor, this marking up tho
earth with dwellings and spires and odd
shaped heaps of stones and mortar.
Tremendous! . . .

However, at this moment Captain X
saw a cloud not too far above us and
he start ed climbing again. I am not
sure jual how much that one particular
cloud had to do with our sudden new

aseent, but we went up there. just 7.000
feet above the city of London. and we

jumped that cloud.
When we started I don't know what

I thought we were going to do, but this
is what we did.we bore down on that
cloud, and when it was just betore us,

small, round, opaque, my pilot throttled
his motor. We dropped. We dropped
precipitately. It was rather a sensation,
this sliding off down toward earth. And
I missed the pleasant loud roar of the
engine. We were driving a bit fast.
Then Captain X threw on the motor

to full power and brought her back to

an even keel. Then.we sailed up and
hurdled the cloud. It was very well
done.

After this we seemed to gatner speed.
for reasons unexplained: that is, when
I put my hand out the wind drove harder
against it, pushing it back. Below. sud¬
denly, a big strip of green appeared in
the heart of London. With that eurious
loss of a sense of distance and of motion
which is legitimate enough in flying. 1
did not know what this groen square
was. I had been watching the roofs,
which seemed to have darkened as we

progressed; in some piaces they seemed
even to have wholly disappeared. Thero,
were whole blocka-i of roofless houses

they were like uncompleted cells in a

hive.
But Captain X explained about the

bit of green, with its little white paths,
which was interrupting the gray s'.reets

of the city. First, he hammcred on the
iron casing of the fusilage; I turned
around. Ile made a quick gesture,
reaching out toward me. I didn't know
what he wanted.
Then I saw that the captain was nand-

ing me a scrap of white paper, folded,
about the size of a stamp.

It was a letter. It was not, however,

a long letter. And there was, on one

side of it- printing of ¦ somowhat mis-
cellaneous charact.r. This. by error, I

read tirst and could not tinderstand it all

Then I turned the paper over. Writ¬
ten on the other side of it. in pencil,
were two sentences:
"We are over Hyde Park. Would you

like to loop over London?"
I turned so that I could see him, and

nodded.
Would I like to loop over London'.
Did I want to loop over London, in

one of the finest of England's war-

planes? Did I want to loop over Hyde
Park at a heirht of 7.000 feet? Yes. I

did.
The machine plunged beadlong tow¬

ard the earth. The motor was running
full blast. Tho world rushed up to meet

us. I found myseif staring af* the nos-

of the machine, whieh was Btraight
above me. Her piston roda, a row of

them on either side. were dancing up
and down briskly. I saw them. and I

saw the roof of the sky.yet I ItaJ not

moved. I waa atill hitting. starin/
atraight ahead. Only I waa staring a.

the sky, instead of the earth.

Kverything was moving. Hyde Park
wasn't where it ought to have been. Tho
sky was not right. The nose of the ma¬

chine was over my head. All wrong.
Then a slice of the earth dislodged it¬

self and. making circles, stood on end.
And another section nf earth rushed into
it. I saw this myseif. There were some

trees mixed up in it. I don't know when
this was. But I saw it all.

Afterward the nose of the machine
came down in front of me, where it
should have been. And the iron strip on

it was Bhaking again and the two thin
ab!<-' 011 my left were vibrating pleas-

antly. I looked ... er and assured myseif
Hyde Bark was down below. lt

was. 1 liked the world.

Contmued on page texen.


